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Part 2 — Our story so far: A human engineering student summering in 
the mountains of the American Southwest encountered a humanoid alien 
female. Her skin was light cobalt blue, except her areoles, nipples and 
unfurred pubic triangle which was a deep burgundy purple. At first, Ryan 
found the alien woman's mental powers of telepathy, telekinesis, and 
especially telecontrol to be frightening. Indeed, on their first meeting, she 
had used the latter to rape Ryan, an ethical breech forced on her because 
of the peculiarity that her race's mindshields proved strangely porous to 
the human sexual passion Ryan had been projecting. In spite of this difficult 
beginning, however, Ryan developed first friendship, and then even love, 
for the extraterrestrial he named Sapphire as he helped her repair her 
damaged starship over the course of the summer. (Her strong sexual 
appetites and her physiology that revealed sexual readiness by the 
expansion of her already generous bosom were additional attractions.) 
When the repairs were complete and Ryan expected to lose her forever, 
Sapphire surprised him by declaring her love in return, and revealing that 
he had a small psychic potential — enough to function in her society if he 
wished to come with her. Ryan chose to make a leap of faith, and had 
Sapphire awaken his potential. The two have just left the Earth, with the 
challenge of taming Ryan's new and untutored gift looming before them. 


Once they were safely in orbit, Sapphire turned the ship for best viewing. 
She brought Ryan to stand at the window and sent telepathically, [request 
‘= Ryan describe the lands and cultures of Terra] As always, she 
communicated by projecting two contextually linked concepts 
simultaneously into his mind. The phenomenon of Azurite telepathy seemed 
to overcome the language barrier in both directions. 

Ryan smiled and began, "Well, we're still over the territory of my culture. 
We call ourselves ‘Americans,’ and we're a very young culture, 
incorporating influences from many other peoples..." They took a lap 
around the world, Ryan fascinated anew by his homeworld at the actual 
sight of the blue planet from space. His heart contracted painfully at the 
thought of leaving it. Sapphire sensed his mood and nuzzled him lovingly. 
He continued pointing out places of interest and the best qualities of the 
different peoples who were passing under them. After once around, they 
needed to rest: it was late night from their bodies’ point of view. Sapphire 
set the autopilot to watch the orbit, and they slept, floating in the sleepfield. 








They woke a few hours later, when their bodies told them it was morning, 
and they took one more orbit as tourists. Then Ryan steeled himself. "I’m 
ready to go. But before we do, I'd like to indulge a human custom." 

[request := inform Sapphire of custom] 

"In my culture, when a male offers to be the long term companion of a 
female, the gift of a finger adornment is frequently given. Pd like you to 
have this," and he brought out a gold ring, with a modest sapphire flanked 
by two tiny diamonds. 

Sapphire’s smile was as wide as the world, which is a more potent simile 
when the wide world is filling the window from side to side. [Sapphire 's 
understanding of nuances of custom := incomplete but adequate to 
appreciate significance to Ryan] [Sapphire’s acceptance of gift := inclusive 
of appreciation of her reciprocal commitment] She offered her hand, and 
Ryan slipped the ring on her finger. They admired it there, the stone sparkling 
in the earthlight, its color the same hue but a few shades darker than her 
skin. Then they embraced and kissed long, letting the world turn beneath 
them. 

When they broke the kiss, Ryan said, "Your loyal crew stands by to get 
underway, Captain." Sapphire smiled and sat again the pilot’s seat. The 
muted hum of the thruster was once again heard, and the ship headed for 
open space. Before they could engage the hyperdrive they had to get out of 
the gravitational influence of the Earth. Sapphire set a course to carry them 
below of the plane of the ecliptic and generally in the direction of a yellow 
dwarf star known on human charts as HD 70642, about 95 light-years away. 
Terran science knew that it had a Jupiter-like world orbiting the parent star 
at a distance of 467 million kilometers, but the Azurite star charts marked 
it as the location of a substantial colony. It had one resource-rich, rocky 
world used for mining, and a larger body that was being terraformed. The 
terraforming station in orbit had high-tech facilities and would be a good 
place to repair the ship and to obtain things to accommodate Ryan’s unique 
needs in Azurite society more comfortably. 

The first day, while they navigated in normal space with the sublight 
drive, Sapphire described the ordinary details of tending to the ship’s routine. 
It was an exposition with a lot of pauses and interruptions. Sapphire had 
never been able to shield out sexual passion coming from Ryan, but his 
awakened telepathy magnified the effect beyond previous levels. His regard 
was intensely arousing to Sapphire now, and his least admiring glance got 
her girl-juices flowing and her purple tipped breasts expanding. They 
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indulged those feelings intensively that night floating in the sleepfield before 
dozing off. 

By ship’s morning, they were out of the Earth's gravity well and ready 
to engage the hyperdrive. With Sapphire on the bridge and Ryan in the 
drive compartment, they eased their jury-rig up to full power. The proof of 
the pudding would be when the surge of power from the accumulator rushed 
through the system to initially set up the entry into hyperspace. Ryan had 
to ask Sapphire to pause several times so that he could make tiny adjustments 
as the system approached the threshold. Then suddenly, he felt a strange 
sensation that made his stomach flip. He looked at the tell-tales on the 
board, especially the glowing indicator above the Azurite words for, "In 
hyperspace,” and grinned with satisfaction. [entry into hyperdrive := 
successful] [Pilot Sapphire := pleased with Engineer Ryan] 

The ship’s routine in hyperspace was not demanding on their time, and 
that was good because they had a lot to accomplish, starting with Ryan 
learning to shield himself. That was the priority item, and Ryan knew it — 
but he didn't have to like it. Learning the Azurites’ language, or their 
technology, or their customs, or the use of his own new telekinesis would 
have been much more to his liking, but those subjects could wait and the 
first one couldn't. Each day his small amount of telepathy strengthened a 
bit more. With no mindshield of his own to control it, after a week his 
every erotic dream at night and naughty reverie during the day seemed to 
turn Sapphire into a sex-starved maniac. They didn’t know the range of the 
effect, but the thought of their ship approaching the orbital station with him 
not yet in control gave them both the willies. 

He took to doing the lessons with a blindfold on. Eyesight had nothing 
to do with what he was trying to accomplish and it kept him from 
daydreaming. Halfway measures, like having Sapphire don clothing, didn't 
help. If anything, after seeing her most often in comfortable nudity for two 
months, the novelty of having something hidden made him think about her 
body more intensely. 

The training was very frustrating to Ryan because it was so damned... 
ephemeral. It was like trying to herd moonbeams - there was nothing to get 
a grip on. He was making much more progress with telekinesis in only a 
fraction of the time because he could see how it was working. With shielding, 
especially shielding his own thoughts from getting out, feedback from 
Sapphire about what she could or couldn’t sense emanating from him was 
his only guidance. 








After the second week, they were both a bit testy; probably as testy as 
two people having sex together a half dozen times a day can be with each 
other. One midmorning, Ryan bent his head in irritation and weariness; he 
didn't want another remonstrance from her. Suddenly, he started in 
astonishment to hear Sapphire’s rarely used voice. He knew some of her 
language, but not these words. Why was she speaking something she knew 
he couldn't understand? He took off the blindfold. Why was she smiling? 
Then it hit him — he had closed her out! 

"Sapphire, is 1t working?" 

At first he got nothing from her but unintelligible words, then suddenly 
[Ryan's mindshield := restraining communication] 

"I m receiving you now again. I guess I couldn't hold it." 

[Ryan’s accomplishment := very significant] [Sapphire’s expectation 
:= rate of progress will increase] 

Now they both smiled at each other, this sign of improvement lifting 
their mood substantially. They embraced each other and kissed for 
happiness. The touch of her soft blue body in his arms provoked a 
mischievous thought, and suddenly her breasts were swelling warmly 
against his chest. "Here we go again! But maybe in a few days we’ll be 
doing it on our schedule again." 

The next day they dropped out of hyperspace for a position check. As 
Sapphire explained it, travel through hyperspace was deterministic, but 
chaotic. That is, it was very sensitive to initial and boundary conditions. 
Tiny variations in the strength of nearby gravity fields would eventually 
cause a vessel to diverge from even the most carefully plotted course. 
Sapphire had a good 3-D spatial sense for getting reoriented when the ship 
dropped out into normal space in an unexpected location, and an exceptional 
intuition about what effect known gravity sources would have on a course. 
These abilities made her very suited to her calling as a starship pilot. 

Ryan stood by in the drive compartment as Sapphire built the power 
levels up for the reentry into hyperspace, but he didn’t need to take action 
as the system functioned perfectly. Then they settled back into their regimen 
of lessons. Over the next few days, Ryan mastered raising a complete shield 
— one that prevented all contact in or out — and then holding it for long 
periods. Behind it, he could lust after Sapphire as much as he wished without 
affecting her. Behind it, she could attempt telecontrol as much as she wished 
without affecting him. Surprisingly perhaps, once he had the power to stop 
her telecontrol and it ceased to be frightening, they rapidly shifted gears 
and made it a regular part of their erotic repertoire. Ryan quickly became 
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used to having her gentle mindtouch move one of his hands or his mouth 
to some part of her body that she wanted to have more attention. He sensed 
a subtle emotional overtone of enjoyment from her when she did it, and he 
began to think of her predilection as her own harmless little kink that he 
was sorry that he’d sometimes denied her. 

It took a few more days of intense practice to make his barrier so 
reflexive that it would remain even while he was asleep. But the effort was 
worth all the trouble when for the first time on the journey, they could 
sleep through the night without having one of Ryan's dreams wake them 
both for lovemaking. 

With these foundations in place, they faced the challenge of the rest of 
the training with good heart. Ryan still needed to make his shield selective, 
so as to permit normal telepathic communication in and out while restraining 
unwanted contacts. A bit more each day under Sapphire”s tutelage, Ryan 
gained control of his mindshield. 

After a month, the vessel emerged from hyperspace near HD 70642, 
close enough to finish the approach with the sublight drive. Sapphire 
warmed up the comm laser, and beamed a message to the station warning 
them that she’d stopped on Terra and had a native along as a new 
crewmember. 

[time remaining to arrival := three days] [Ryan’s shield := sufficient for 
initial contact] [remaining time := best used for additional lessons in 
language and customs] 

It was all interesting material, but not much of it was startling. The 
things Sapphire told him were most important for him to do or refrain 
from doing were simple good manners anywhere on Earth. When they 
were ready for a break, Sapphire’s mind nudged Ryan’s in a certain 
particular way, and she smiled invitingly. 

Since Ryan had gained a modicum of control over his awakened powers, 
the two had made up a few simple rules for using their talents in sexual 
matters. In the heat of lovemaking, there were few restrictions and Sapphire 
used her telecontrol and Ryan his ability to project lust as loving toys. As 
Ryan was learning more about his talent, his projection was more selective, 
and Sapphire’s responses seemed more guided than they had been, and 
they had achieved an approximate parity. 

At other times, if one or the other was in the mood and wanted to "test 
the waters," each had a way of touching the other just slightly and a way of 





responding to such a touch if amorous attention was welcome. Ryan 











responded positively to Sapphire’s sweet suggestion, and fantasized about her lovely 
globes and projected that fantasy strongly. 

Sapphire’s eyes turned dreamy has she was filled with arousal. Not only did her 
breasts swell, but Sapphire’s attention was drawn to them. /Sapphire’s desire := 
stimulation of milk glands] 

"Why am I not surprised? So how are you going to achieve your desire?" For 
answer, Sapphire wrapped her burgundy lips around Ryan’s member and brought on 
the erection that action always engendered. Ryan still hadn’t figured out the mechanism 
of that; even with the strongest shield he could raise, a shield she couldn’t send thoughts 
through, he always got a hard-on when he entered her body. When he was throbbingly 
stiff, Ryan felt his hands begin to move according to Sapphire’s will. He found himself 
putting his erection between those now full-swollen orbs and placing his hands on 
either side of them. 

Sapphire used her hands to hold his member at its base and keep it at a good angle 
to be stroked as Ryan’s hands, under her guidance, bounced her abundant titties up and 
down. Ryan had found over the last few weeks that most of the time he enjoyed being 
in the "passenger seat" when she wanted to "drive," not least because it left his mind 
free for other things. 

To wit, he reached out with his telekinesis, with which he had learned to use a 
sensory and a manipulatory aspect. In his mind’s eye, he could "see" the outline of her 
fine, big clitoris, even though in the physical world it was hidden from view below the 
cleavage whose embrace he was enjoying. With a thought, he gave her pleasure organ 
a tender caress. She writhed in response, and Ryan followed up with additional, more 
insistent touches. In his imagination he encircled it with a light, but firm, grip and 
stroked it in the same rhythm that she was using to move his hands. In the physical 
world, her burgundy knob vibrated forward and back untouched by any visible cause. 

Under such prompting, her climax was soon forthcoming. When she’d enjoyed it 
fully, she directed Ryan’s hands to frenzy and soon, he too, was taken to the peak. As 
was her wont whenever his fluids were accessible, she didn’t let them go to waste and 
licked her blue breasts clean. 








When the ship arrived at the station, Sapphire nudged itinto a convenient 
parking orbit a few miles away. She spoke to the station’s personnel over 
the comm laser, and Ryan understood about one word in six. 

[requirement after sojourn on Terra := medical inspection and 
decontamination] [inspection team := boarding shuttlecraft] 

Ryan got dressed, and Sapphire, with an indulgent grin, followed suit. 
They chatted while they waited, Sapphire both speaking aloud and 
projection the meaning of her words. Ryan noted that the spoken language’s 
grammar was very different than terrestrial languages by being oriented 
around the same idea of balanced dualities that characterized Sapphire’s 
telepathic communication. 

[medical team := likely to be curious about Ryan] [Sapphire's 
recommendation := Ryan insist medical team remains focused on essentials 
until Ryan passes quarantine] She smiled mischievously. [medical team 
+= likely to be curious about Ryan's special talent] [rationale := everyone 
likely to be curious about Ryan's special talent] 

"They’ll probably think you're spinning a tall tale." 

[Sapphire := confused] [request := clarification] 

Ryan was surprised. This was the first time she’d been confused about 
his meaning. She hadn't been thrown off by the many other idiomatic 
expressions he’d used because she had never actually been listening to his 
spoken words, but reading the underlying concepts from his mind. Indeed, 
he only spoke because he was too used to it to give it up. 

"They might think you’re pulling their legs." 

[elarification := unhelpful] 

"They might think you’re lying,” he said, abandoning polite euphemism 
in his quest for understanding. 

[elarification := still unhelpful] 

Why is she having trouble with this?, he thought. Could it be they don't 
have the phenomenon of lying? Maybe you can t lie mind-to-mind. Maybe 
the truth comes through whether you will or no. Ryan was glad he’d never 
tried to prevaricate with her, and made a note never to do so. 

"It was a silly human thought, darling. You're right of course — they’re 
bound to be curious about something like that." 

A shuttle from the station docked with the ship and two women in 
protective gear came aboard with scanning equipment. Telepathically, they 
were practically glowing with curiosity once they got a good look at Ryan’s 
tanned body. [self := personal telepathic self image], one of the two sent 
to Ryan. 

"I'm called Ryan. I’m pleased to meet you." She smiled shyly, then 
proceeded with her work. The pair scanned the ship thoroughly, and then 
gave Sapphire permission to approach the station and enter the isolation 
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dock. After the shuttle had disengaged, Sapphire sent a little power to the 
thruster, and nudged the vessel closer to the station. The closer they got, 
the more impressive Ryan found it. It was enormous — larger than the Sears 
Tower at the least, Ryan was sure of it. To a member of a race who had 
barely managed to loft a laboratory that could hold a half dozen, it was 
awe-inspiring. 

Sapphire moved the ship into the indicated dock and secured the ship. 
She and Ryan passed through an umbilical tunnel to the station proper. 
They were in a large multi-purpose room, one of the purposes clearly being 
medical examination. There were many windows, and at all of them Azurites 
were crowded. The anomalous gender ratio in their species that Sapphire 
had explained to him, seven females for each male, seemed to be reflected 
in the watchers present. Some of them were nude as Sapphire often chose 
to be, but more were wearing loose fitting jumpsuits of pale green. 

They both heard a mindvoice that carried the emotional overtone of 
calm authority. [request := Ryan and Sapphire enter automedic for 
preliminary examination] 

Taking his lead from Sapphire, who was already walking towards a 
row of automedics much larger than those on the ship, Ryan moved to 
comply. "Sapphire, how does whoever know my name, or the name I gave 
you?" 

[lead physician’s sending of concept of Sapphire := translated by Ryan’s 
mind into Ryan’s appellation for Sapphire] 

"Ah. So I hear it the way I expect to hear it." 

[Ryan’s understanding := accurate] 

The sophisticated station automedics let Sapphire go after about a half- 
hour, but seemed to be taking their sweet time about the examination of 
Ryan. After over two hours, he was finally dismissed by the machine. They 
heard the lead physician’s mindvoice again. 

[Ryan := dependent for health on symbiotic microflora in 
gastrointestinal tract] [symbiotic microflora := generally harmless but 
not appropriate for release into general environment] [requirement := 
Ryan remain in isolation until substitute is prepared] 

The next few days were generally unpleasant for both Ryan and 
Sapphire. Ryan had to have his entire system cleaned of microbiotica, a 
process that started with powerful laxatives and went downhill from there. 
Sapphire’s body needed less punishing treatment to reenter civilized society, 
but she had to answer many questions about the accident that had befallen 
her ship, her decision to land on restricted Terra, her measures to avoid 
cultural contamination of the restricted world, and the rationale for the 
presence of Ryan on her vessel. 









After Ryan had been fitted with artificial substitutes for the E. coli and 
other bacteria they’d swept out of his system, and the panimmunity 
treatments normally given to Azurite space travelers had been adapted for 
his physiology and administered, it was his turn to be questioned. He was 
released from the isolation zone and taken to a nearby room, comfortably 
furnished in muted tones. Sapphire was there, and five other, older women. 

Sapphire sent, [assembled women := selected administrators of station] 
[request := Ryan unshield for their examination] 

Ryan faced them and gulped. Not because he was fretful about his 
"talent" of projecting lust affecting them: the last thing he was feeling was 
arousal. Rather, this meeting could influence his entire future. He took a 
deep breath, composed himself and dropped his mindshield. 

The administrators’ eyes narrowed and they focused on Ryan. He was 
aware of what they were doing: running his memories of his time with 
Sapphire, starting from the present and working backwards. He was a little 
embarrassed by their being able to note the times he and Sapphire had 
made love, and exactly how many times — a large number indeed compared 
to the time frame. They took extra time over his planning out the repair of 
the hyperdrive, and then again over... Oh, NO! There was an incident he’d 
almost forgotten, the first night he*d known Sapphire and was still spooked 
by her then scary power of telecontrol. For a few minutes he’d stood over 
Sapphire with a knife and contemplated killing her in her sleep. Time seemed 
to slow mercilessly as they replayed the scene moment by moment. Then 
the administrators finished the last few hours that he had known Sapphire 
in quicker fashion. 

The circle of women turned towards each other and spoke privately 
mind-to-mind. Ryan slumped as he stood, all his hopes dashed. Then the 
group turned towards him, and he straightened up to receive their judgment 
like a man. 

The one who seemed to be the leader sent, [Ryan := welcome in Azurite 
society] [leave to access the public areas of the station := granted] To 
Ryan's amazement, they inclined their heads politely and left the room. 

[Ryan := accepted] [Sapphire’s emotion := elation] 

"Sapphire, did you see what they saw?" 

[answer to query := affirmative] [novelty of review to Sapphire := none] 
[Ryan's projections prior to mastering mindshield := numerous] 

"So you knew I thought about killing you? Why didn't you hold it 
against me? Why didn’t they hold it against me?" 

[unknown := often dangerous] [Ryan's decision to evaluate possible 
danger := demonstrative that Ryan's rationality stronger than Ryan's lust] 
[Ryan's decision to spare Sapphire”s life although evidence of lack of danger 
not conclusive := demonstrative that Ryan’s rationality stronger than Ryan’s 
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fear] [administrators’ conclusion := Ryan worthy of respect] [Sapphire’s 
conclusion := Ryan worthy of love] 

When they left the meeting room, Sapphire did not take them back to 
the isolation area, but rather to a lift. As they rode the lift upwards for an 
indeterminate distance, Sapphire sent, [Sapphire's intent := guide Ryan to 
portion of station used by local agents of shipping association] [shipping 
association := owned by Sapphire in partnership with many others] [Ryan 
:= claimant on shipping association for services rendered] 

"That sounds like the logical thing to do. P'11 follow your lead." 

When the lift opened, they stepped out onto a large open promenade 
with a high ceiling that provided a bright illumination. There were many 
plants in various shapes and sizes throughout the area, and Ryan tentatively 
decided the area was intended as a park. There were many Azurites of 
diverse ages making use of the promenade for walking, reading, or playing. 
Most of those Ryan could see were female, not surprisingly. More of them 
were comfortably nude than not, but some wore the pale green jumpsuits 
he’d seen before, and some were dressed in fashionable clothing. Sapphire 
led them across the open area, and quite quickly Ryan found himself the 
center of attention. He was being stared at from all sides, but it was not an 
unfriendly regard and Ryan smiled back at those who were close enough 
to acknowledge personally, and spoke a greeting in the Azurite language. 

It was a language noticeably absent in the park; except for his speech 
and those responding to it politely, everyone was using telepathy. A bevy 
of naked children rushed onto the scene involved in a tag-like game, and 
where a similar group of human children would be laughing and screeching 
these youngsters were silent. They tumbled to halt when they saw the tan 
colored stranger and stared. He smiled at them, and they waved back 
tentatively. Then Sapphire led him on, and the children resumed their play. 

Ryan and Sapphire entered another section of the station devoted to 
ship docking. They passed through a large pressure door marked in the 
written version of the Azurite language. In rough translation, it said, "Astera 
Trading Partners." They saw an Azurite woman down the hall, and in 
response to Sapphire’s telepathic hail she raised her head and waved 
enthusiastically. By the time Ryan and Sapphire reached the end of the 
hall, half a dozen nude blue women had gathered and had run up to greet 
Sapphire. They all looked to be between twenty and thirty solar years old, 
if it was appropriate to use a human standard for measurement. 

The telepathic babble was confusing to a newcomer to the art like Ryan, 
but there was no doubting the sincerity of their welcome. They’d thought 
Sapphire dead because word had reached the station of how long overdue 
she was at her scheduled destination. The Azurites didn’t have anything 








like Star Trek’s "subspace communication" to help rescuers find a vessel, 
so ships that were out of touch for as long as Sapphire’s had been were 
usually lost for good in the vastness of space. 

When the initial rush of greeting Sapphire was passed, they also paid 
attention to Ryan, sending messages of welcome. Sapphire sent, [basic 
account of Sapphire's sojourn on Terra := generally known in the station] 
[Sapphire's partners := intensely curious about Ryan] 

Another Azurite communicated with him. /self:= drive engineer] [self 
:= impressed by Ryan's repair of hyperdrive] Ryan tagged her in his mind 
as "Bethany" because she resembled, in a cerulean way, a high-school girl 
friend of that name. 

"Thank you. I find the technical accomplishments of your people 
fascinating." 

All the women seemed pleased with his polite response, and they all 
went through the main door at the end of the hall. The larger room that they 
entered seemed to be a multi-purpose living area, and it had large picture 
windows along one wall revealing a docking bay that now held Sapphire’s 
ship. No doubt it had been moved here after the medical team had disinfected 
it. As he thought about that, he started. "Sapphire, what about the salmon 
eggs?" 

[Ryan’s cargo := safe] [inspection team’s conclusion := material 
packaged under sterilizing conditions] [material := analyzed for biohazard 
and considered safe] 

"Bailed out again." Before leaving the earth he had accidentally 
discovered with Sapphire that salmon eggs had a very powerful aphrodisiac 
effect on Azurites, and he hoped to turn that to economic advantage. 

Just then, one of Sapphire’s friends sent, [third meal := imminent] The 
whole group moved to a dining table, where two settings were hastily added. 
The meal was brought, and if anything, it was more strangely colored than 
the special rations they’d had aboard ship. It was tasty, however, and with 
seven lovely women around the table, who was looking at his food, anyway? 

Sapphire related the basic story of her adventure. To Ryan’s 
embarrassment, she seemed to spend a lot of time on the lovemaking, 
particularly Ryan’s equipment and his talent. By the time the meal was 
over, Sapphire’s account had affected each of the other women; they’d all 
grown significantly in the bosom in response to her words. When she’d 
caught up to the present moment and concluded her tale, there was a 
telepathic babble that Ryan found hard to follow. When it died down, 
Sapphire directed a clear thought towards Ryan. /group request := 
demonstration of Ryan's talent] 

Ryan looked quizzical. "If I do that, they’ll all want to have sex with 
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[Ryan's understanding := not accurate] [group := already wanting 
sex with Ryan] Sapphire elaborated further, [local trading agents := 
comprising a compatible living group] [group := without compatible male] 
[group members := receive male attention irregularly and feel deprivation 
acutely] 

"You won’t be... jealous, then?" Ryan said carefully, allowing his 
accompanying thought to reach Sapphire alone. 

[clarifying query := Ryan asking if Sapphire will resent Ryan’s sexual 
attention to other females] Sapphire had likewise constrained her thought 
to reach Ryan alone. 

"Yes, that’s what I’m asking." 

Sapphire smirked in a way that seemed to say, "Silly Rabbit ..." [sexual 
attention in Azurite culture := meant to be shared among friends] 

"Someday I'll be sharing you I suppose," Ryan said, adjusting his 
thinking about her. 

[Sapphire’s partnership with Ryan := special and durable] [Ryan’s 
understanding := nonetheless accurate] 

Ryan nodded. Behind his shield he thought, /t has to happen; she can't 
have children by me. And I’m not in Kansas any more — these people don't 
pair bond, and to ask Sapphire to forever fake like she has one for my sake 
would be unfair. Out loud, and projecting his meaning, he said, "P Il be 
happy to share my attentions with your friends. And I understand and accept 
that you have friends you’ll want to share with at other times." 

Sapphire caressed both his cheek and his mind in affection, 
understanding that he was agreeing to add another adjustment to the pile 
of adjustments entering her society would force him to make. Then she 
expanded her thought and conveyed to the others Ryan’s acceptance. Their 
eager faces projected their pleasure at the prospect. The whole group got 
themselves washed up, Ryan and Sapphire disrobing for the purpose. Then 
everyone adjourned to another room dominated by a large circular area on 
the floor that was covered with a soft, yielding material. Sapphire’s friends 
were looking appreciatively at Ryan’s cock, to his blush and to her "I-told- 
you-so" smirk. Their admiration got him inflating nicely, which only 
increased their regard. 

In such a situation, coming up with a good strong fantasy was easy. But 
he took the time to very carefully prepare the limits on his projection so 
that it would affect only these seven. It wouldn’t help his acceptance if he 
made a mistake and created an orgy throughout the whole station. When 
he was sure he had it properly limited, he unleashed the full force of his 
lust on Sapphire and her friends. Fourteen breasts, already engorged 
somewhat, suddenly grew like balloons being inflated. All of them collapsed 
to the soft mat reaching for their own clits or a neighbor’s. He held them in 








the grip of his talent for a minute or so, until he had created a full fledged, 
frenzied Sapphic orgy. Then, with a grin as wide as all outdoors, he waded 
in. 

When Ryan joined the women on the soft, comfortable mat, six out of 
seven of them reoriented themselves so as to offer their hungry purple 
pussies to him, each hoping to be chosen the first to receive his attention. 
The seventh, Sapphire herself, had no less desire than the others — Ryan 
could feel that through their rapport, the telepathic technique that allowed 
the sharing of sensations — but was gallantly waiting for her friends to have 
their chance first. 

The girl nearest at hand had the largest mammary endowment, and with 
that double rationale being as good a reason as any for a selection, Ryan 
approached her. He remembered glancing at her, surreptitiously but fondly, 
during dinner. She’d been ample according to human measurement before 
listening to Sapphire’s story, and equal to Sapphire’s maximum thereafter 
(a size that a curious Ryan had slipped into a lingerie shop to determine 
would correspond to a G-cup). Now, after feeling the full measure of Ryan’s 
talent, she was magnificent. Even when swollen with passion, the Azurite 
women didn’t seem to sag appreciably; Ryan supposed that the same 
evolutionary pressure that had caused them to develop this mode of 
displaying their sexual readiness had also acted to enhance whatever support 
structure performed the same function as Cooper’s ligaments in a human 
female. 

The selected woman beamed with delight, and drew his head into her 
lush bosom so as to demonstrate her gratitude with gentle cuddling. The 
other six spontaneously paired off in a semi-circle around them, apparently 
planning to observe and engage in mutual masturbation. Sapphire was sitting 
with Bethany, and Ryan noticed that the clitoris that Sapphire had in her 
hand was larger even than Sapphire’s own. The lovely thing stood stiffly 
out from between the lips of Bethany’s vulva, and was at least as large as 
Ryan’s thumb. As Sapphire stroked it to Bethany’s obvious enchantment, 
she sent, [group request := Ryan join mutual rapport] 

In this private mind, Ryan thought, Is she implying they’ve all linked 
themselves? He tentatively let himself follow the mental path Sapphire 
was offering and was nearly overwhelmed! He clearly felt six clits, each 
being stroked by a loving hand. He clearly felt the pleasure of his partner- 
of-the-moment as she snuggled her nipples against his face. He clearly felt 
that one of the women on his right was wearing some high tech anal pleasure 
probe that was doing maddeningly delicious things to her bottom. It took 
every ounce of his will power not to come immediately on the undersides 
of the massive globes before him. 
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He felt the sweet telepathic trill of Azurite laughter from all around 
him, all of them pleased to have him react so strongly to the pleasure he 
felt from them vicariously. With the part of him that didn’t pass his shield, 
Ryan thought, Zf you liked that, just wait and see what happens when I 
coax this girl to simultaneous orgasm! Back on Earth, he and Sapphire 
had discovered that simultaneous climax between a human and an Azurite 
was synergistically powerful. 

Ryan gently laid his partner down on the mat and brought his member 
close to her plum-dark entrapment. He teased her a little bit, nudging her 
sensitive areas with the head of it, without going in. But finally he took 
pity on her, for her need was plainly written on her face, and made his 
angle of approach correct. She was so wet and ready, it wasn’t appropriate 
to say, "He entered her"; it was better expressed as, "They melted together." 

Ryan was already close from the word go, so he chose a stroke and 
pace that minimized his sensation and maximized hers, working for that 
simultaneity that he wanted. He glanced over at Sapphire and perceived 
that she had realized what he was doing. Not only realized it but abetting 
it! She was working Bethany’s monster clit carefully so that it would go 
off in coordination with Ryan and his partner! Whoa, Nelly! thought Ryan, 
This is going to be big. 

When Ryan felt his partner get sufficiently close, he freed his thrusting 
from all restraints and went with it. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw 
Sapphire’s hand begin pumping Bethany compellingly. The orgasmic 
explosion when one human and two Azurites climaxed at the same time 
was enormous, and as it reverberated around the telepathic union it yanked 
a few others who weren’t as close over the edge into passion’s oblivion. 
These aftershocks, coming as they did while Ryan was still spurting away, 
continued the magnified effect and dragged the rest over the finish line as 
well. All eight of them came, and came hard. 

Ryan, who had braced himself for the effect as best he could, barely 
managed to not simply collapse on his partner’s fluffed up pillows. But it 
was a near thing. All of the women had collapsed where they were; two 
had actually fainted from the pleasure overload. But even these had beatific 
smiles on their faces as they lay. Sapphire, having had experience with this 
interspecies synergy, was not one of the unconscious. She smiled at Ryan 
for the success of their unspoken conspiracy. "Seven at once," he said to 
her with satisfaction, "That's a point for good, old-fashioned Terran know- 
how." She sent a telepathic giggle in response. All of the women were 
beginning to rouse up by this point. They still had their dazed smiles, but 
they all looked like they’ d been ridden hard and put away wet. But Ryan’s 
self-congratulation was short lived. One of the other women crawled weakly 








towards him and pointed to her pussy, her gesture speaking as clearly as 
any words could, "My turn next!" 

Ryan was capable of more, of course. He was still in the first lovely 
girl’s body and so his erection was still rock hard. He kissed his first partner 
tenderly, and then transferred quickly to his second before his cock had a 
chance to lose its unnatural rigidity. This new partner was blessed with a 
most talented vagina: she’d obviously worked hard on developing her 
technique. It seemed to grasp and pull at him, and Ryan could almost sense 
a second climax trying to happen. So soon after the incredible first one, 
such a thing would be a marvel. Ryan noticed that the other women save 
his current partner seemed to be letting him do all the work, so he decided 
to spice things up. He formed a fantasy of the other six women all engaged 
in 69, and flung it at them. 

Each of their bodies jerked convulsively, and then each one reached for 
the embrace of her neighbor. He couldn't control their exact movements as 
Sapphire’s telecontrol could do, and his chosen fantasy was just a persuasive 
suggestion, but that they should be completely aroused was not something 
they were allowed to debate. In moments, six tongues were busy pussy- 
lapping, and eight minds were sharing the sensations. 

After a bit, his partner betrayed her climax with a bit of vocalization, 
and all the other women broke off what they were doing and the four of 
Sapphire’s friends who hadn’t been served yet offered up their hips, hoping 
to be chosen to go next. He picked the one wearing the pleasure probe in 
her behind. As they humped together, he asked her for closer rapport, and 
she obliged him. Her little toy was incredible: it felt like her behind was 
capable of some strange new type of orgasm and that she was constantly 
on the verge of reaching it. 

The fourth woman was distinguished by her nipples — large and sensitive. 
With his fantasy projection, he coaxed two of the others to suckle at her 
swollen breasts while he tended to the orchid between her thighs. The fifth 
woman was noticeably shorter than the others, and had the smallest breasts 
— only grapefruit sized when fully aroused. But this allowed him to more 
readily bring his mouth to her erogenous ears, and so she had a full measure 
of his sweet attentions. 

He’d saved Bethany to be the last of Sapphire’s friends to be attended, 
because he was fascinated by that most impressive of all clits. He took her 
spoon-style so that he could reach around her hips and touch her big toy 
with his own hands. With her juices as the perfect lubricant, he stroked her 
as sweetly as only telepathic rapport allows, teasing her long before granting 
her blessed relief from her own ardor. 

Finally, all need for gallantry passed, he embraced his own beautiful 
jewel, Sapphire. He allowed her to take him over, and under her mind’s 
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gentle guidance, his body brought them to the peak together. This orgasmic 
finale surged through the entire group and drained the last of their strength. 
The eight of them fell asleep right there on the mat in a tangle of arms and 
legs. 








Itwas a contented crew that roused up the next morning. "Miss Pleasure 
Probe" projected /intent of self := prepare first meal], and bustled off 
towards the kitchen. The others were more leisurely about their rising, and 
Sapphire took Ryan to the guest quarters that she indicated would be theirs 
during their stay. They both washed, and Ryan shaved and dressed. 

Sitting around the table at "first meal," Ryan got the introductions that 
on earth usually come before a massive orgy. He already knew that Bethany 
was a drive engineer. The others were introduced to him by way of telepathic 
images rather than names, and internally, Ryan tagged them by a 
characteristic until an English name should suggest itself to him. "Nipples" 
was Bethany”s counterpart for computers and avionic systems. "Snapper," 
for her fine snapping pussy, was the supercargo for Astera Trading Partners 
here at the station, and negotiated cargos and terms with their customers. 
"Busty" was the small craft pilot who saw to it that the cargos were properly 
loaded and unloaded, and "Tiny Tits” (though that was strictly a comparative 
measure) was an environmental systems technician who took care of the 
technical aspects of their portion of the station. 

"Probe" had the most outré job description — she was basically the "wife" 
of the other five. No less an employee-owner of the shipping association 
than the rest of them, with her tasks being counted as important as any, it 
was her daily work to do the numerous little things that a wife does for a 
family. If one of the others should decide to have a child, Probe would in 
effect become its second mother and day-to-day caregiver. Sapphire gave 
Ryan to know that most of the "compatible living groups" that seemed to 
be the core element of Azurite society had someone fulfilling this role, 
who was properly respected and compensated for the duty. 

Certainly, Ryan thought, she’d earned her pay for this breakfast, which 
was excellent. "Thank you,” he told her. "Everything was delicious." 

She smiled, showing attractive dimples at the compliment. [self := 
pleased that Ryan is satisfied] [decisions about dish selection to please 
Terran palate := largely guesswork] [Sapphire’s intimation := some Terran 
foods pleasing to Azurite tastes] 

Ryan thought privately, / wonder if Sapphire means my cargo or my 
cum. Or both. 

"Snapper," who seemed a bit older than the others and a touch more 
assertive, sent /[group's impression of Ryan := intelligent, polite, and 
possessing large, vigorous copulatory organ] Ryan blushed at this bold 
characterization, but doubted that the women recognized the significance 
of his temporary change of color. [group's request := Ryan assist Bethany 
to repair vessel] [group’s additional request := additional sexual attention 
during Ryan’s visit] [station’s complement := underprovided with males 
compared to species average] [Ryan’s efforts last night := efficiently 
ameliorative of unpleasant effects of deprivation] He blushed a second 
time, but kept a straight face. 


"P1 be glad to help in any way I can on the repair. The prospect of 
learning from Bethany is very exciting. And sharing ‘attentions’ with such 
lovely females is my fondest wish." 

The women all smiled at this declaration, and people began to rise from 
the table. Sapphire sent, [Sapphire's intent := plan future flight schedule] 
[request := Ryan's permission to discuss Ryan's cargo with Snapper] Ryan 
smiled inwardly. Surely Sapphire wasn’t actually thinking "Snapper" about 
the supercargo — he was now certain that when he tagged a concept with an 
appellation, he "heard" the concept that way when an Azurite projected it 
at him. "That sounds like a fine idea. I’ll help Bethany as I was asked to 
do. You know, considering last night, Bethany or Nipples might ask for 
"private lessons" from me today. What should I do?" 

Sapphire regarded him with that same "Silly Rabbit..." look she’d 
thrown at him last night. [Ryan 's appropriate response to request for sexual 
attention := dependent on Ryan’s wanting to grant sexual attention] 

"I'm probably being Terran-silly, but... you're all right with it if you're 
not present? I also regard our relationship as “special and durable’ as you 
put it. The last thing I want is for you to be upset at me because of a 
cultural misunderstanding I should have foreseen." 

[request := Ryan accept Sapphire’s reassurance] [Sapphire’s intent := 
to spend private time with Busty] [Sapphire and Busty := friends from 
pilot training] [query := Sapphire’s announced intent causing disquiet for 
Ryan] 

Ryan took a moment with his thoughts shielded. / never considered 
that she might not be firmly hetero’ on the ship, so hearty was her appetite. 
But she’s not anomalous — all these women want male attention just as 
much as she does, but they all take care of each other’s needs as well. I 
should have realized before now that that would have to be true. With their 
libidos so strong and with males so few, if there was a taboo against 
attending to each other they’d be climbing the walls. Speaking aloud again, 
he said, "No, it doesn’t cause disquiet. I said last night that I understood 
and accepted that you’d want to share attentions with other people you 
care about. Even now that I’m confronted with the specific, rather than the 
abstract, I still feel the same way." 

Sapphire beamed at him, then kissed him soundly. As she began 
preparing to depart, she sent, [Sapphire's recommendation := Ryan not 
exhaust himself with Bethany] [Sapphire’s expectation for evening := 
Snapper and group will ask for demonstration of arousal-inspiring qualities 
of salmon eggs] 

Ryan thought, And I’m supposed to deal with the aftermath of such a 
demonstration on seven women? They should have served me a plate of 
oysters for breakfast! 








Ryan reported to Bethany, and they went through the companionway to the ship. 
Nipples was already aboard and tinkering with the automedic. Nipples sent, [Nipples 
:= modifying automedic according to report from quarantine team] [changes := 
intended to expand capability to respond to Ryan’s physiology] 

"Thank you. I appreciate that very much. You’ ll want to check the supply of avionics 
spares; I took some of them apart for repairing the drive." 

[Nipples’ intent := accept Ryan's suggestion] She smiled, and Ryan followed 
Bethany aft to the drive compartment. Someone had apparently already done some 
work because Sapphire’s rude patch over the meteor puncture that had forced Sapphire 
to land on Terra had been replaced with new, blemish-free metalwork. As Bethany 
disassembled the damaged station, she began to explain what Sapphire could not, how 
the field allowed the ship to enter hyperspace, and how the components on the control 
boards accomplished their technological magic. It was utterly fascinating to Ryan, and 
he perceived that Bethany’s telepathic instruction, like Sapphire’s, seemed to be more 
effective than verbal instruction. She made Ryan do all the lifting and hauling, but she 
let him handle the tools whenever possible. 

After some hours, Probe brought "second meal" to them on the ship. As she was 
walking away and Ryan was admiring the way her walk made her bottom sway, he 
noticed a bit of unnatural color. She’s still wearing that toy of hers, he thought. 
Interesting. 

After they’d finished eating, Bethany stretched out, as Sapphire had sometimes 
done, on the cushioned, flat cover of the power accumulator. Artfully, she had positioned 
herself on her back, one knee up and pussy-on towards Ryan. [Bethany's request := 
sexual attention from Ryan] 

"Pd love to pleasure you.” He approached and tried to grin appealingly. "As I go 
about it, though, I’m supposed to save my stamina for tonight. Sapphire and I are 
planning a surprise you’re sure to like." Disappointment and curiosity warred for space 
on Bethany’s face. But when he added, "May I use my talent to enhance your mood?" 
her enthusiasm was clear. 

[permission := granted] 

Ryan already had a fantasy — his real one — and so had no need to take time to make 
one up. He imagined sucking on that fabulous clit of hers, and how it would feel 
pulsing with her heartbeat in his mouth. He directed that fantasy at her with all his 
strength, and she gasped in sudden ardor, her breasts swelling to their fullest extent. 
The clit that was the subject of his daydream surged into full erection; it was certainly 
big enough to use that word in connection with it. It was definitely a bit bigger than his 
thumb, now that he had a good, long look at it. With impish anticipation, he lowered 
his head towards the convergence of her thighs. 

With light touches and tiny licks, he began. He didn’t want to hurry. This girl- 
member fascinated him, and he wanted to know it first, to gently persuade it to reveal 
its secrets to him, to coax it with love to turn over to him its power over its mistress. In 
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her frustration, Bethany made a move to guide his head with her hands, but 
in response Ryan reformed his thought. He fantasized her lying still, 
compelled to endure whatever teasing he determined to mete out to her. He 
wasn't sure it would work, but it seemed worth a try - if there was some 
part of her willing to acquiesce, he thought... 

Bethany wailed out loud in frustration, but settled back down to the 
cushion. She was quivering for want of release, but Ryan kept his thought 
on her and she found she couldn't raise her hands. 

In a sudden move, Ryan took her whole length in his mouth and pulled 
1t slowly out against the resistance of his suction. Bethany surged towards 
orgasm, but then fell back. Her big girl-toy had a charming little head at its 
tip, and Ryan tongue teased the rim and especially the little dimple on its 
underside. 

Bethany’s arms and shoulders spasmed repeatedly, commanded first to 
go one way by the part of Bethany’s mind that knew only her urgent need 
for release, and then commanded to go the other way by the part of her 
mind that longed to submit to a lover. Ryan's fantasy, that Bethany 
discovered as Sapphire had discovered before her she could not shield out, 
strengthened the hand of that submissive side of her personality. Thus 
fortified, 1t held off all comers within her mind, and kept her pinned where 
she lay. 

Ryan studied every tiny part of the surface of the object of his desire 
using his tongue and his fingertips. He came to know its softness, its scent, 
the pulse pounding within the engorged structures beneath the thin, dark 
skin. Bethany was whimpering and moaning in her yearning when Ryan 
decided that the only thing he still didn’t know was how her orgasm would 
feel in his mouth. He sucked vigorously and projected a new fantasy: You're 
having the most intense climax of your life right now, right in my mouth! 

Bethany emitted a scream with her seldom used voice when the intense 
release stormed through every nerve in her body. When only the first rush 
was over, she threw her still twitching body forward and grabbed Ryan 
and clutched him to her, covering his pussy-moistened face with kisses. 

Long the two lovers clutched each other while Bethany quivered and 
kissed Ryan's face and neck. Then they both heard a little noise from the 
end of the compartment. They swiveled their heads and saw Nipples 
standing in the doorway staring at them, a glazed look of awe on her face. 

It was plain that Nipples had been watching for a bit: her breasts were 
already engorged to their maximum potential. Knowing exactly when a 
woman's interested is a great convenience, Ryan thought privately. We 
should introduce that innovation on Earth. "Hello, Nipples. Is there anything 
I can do for you?" he said politely. It was polite because of his intent. What 
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she actually received depended on his thought, rather than his actual words, 
which might as well be gibberish. But Ryan had lately made a conscious 
decision to continue speaking aloud. It helped him, a neophyte at telepathic 
communication, distinguish what he was intending to broadcast generally, 
and what he meant to keep to himself. 

[request := sexual attention from Ryan] 

That was another innovation Ryan wished his homeworld could have — 
he loved being asked that question, and supposed that he’d never get tired 
of hearing it. "I would be pleased, if Bethany feels I’ve given her the 
attention she wanted." He looked at Bethany, and she smiled weakly. She 
slid off the accumulator and walked unsteadily to the comfortable swivel 
chair beside the main drive panel, and collapsed into it. Ryan extended his 
hand towards Nipples and she came forward. "As I’ve mentioned to 
Bethany, I’m supposed to conserve my own stamina for tonight, when 
Sapphire is trying to arrange a pleasant surprise. But we can still have 
pleasure. Bethany allowed me to use the unusual side effect of my talent to 
try to enhance her experience, and I believe I succeeded for her. Do you 
wish me to attempt it with you?" 

Nipples turned to Bethany, and they conversed with a level of 
sophistication that Ryan didn’t completely follow, but Nipples’ face lit up 
at whatever she was "hearing." Soon, she faced Ryan again and sent, 
[permission := granted] 

Having succeeded beyond his expectations with Bethany, Ryan was 
interested in a more ambitious experiment with Nipples. He drew her closer 
to him, and began gently with light kisses, first to her hands, then up the 
insides of her arms. All the while, he was forming the mental "bubble" 
around the two of them as Sapphire had taught him that was needed to 
keep his talent from affecting others outside it. He kissed her lips and her 
erogenous ears as he firmed up the thought bubble to full strength. When it 
was ready to contain his arousal, he allowed his admiration for her supple 
body to flow into the space that enclosed them alone. Nipples smiled at the 
rush of emotion that flowed over her from Ryan. 

Ryan tugged down the zubaz pants he was wearing, and then sat down 
on the accumulator. "May I have rapport, dear?" he asked, and Nipples 
opened her sensations to him. He gently turned her around and sat her on 
his lap. Through the rapport he felt the sensation of himself sliding home 
from both his and her points of view, and they were both wonderful. He 
steadied her with his hands on her hips, and began the experiment. 

He imagined her raising his hands to her own burgundy nipples, each 
jutting forward so proudly. They were the finest he’d ever seen, and he 
knew from the previous night’s adventure that they were much more 
sensitive than any of the other girls’. You want to play with your own 








nipples, he fantasized. You're so aroused you cant help yourself. Nipples 
followed the course suggested by Ryan’s fantasy, devoting a soft, fine boned 
hand to each of her long protuberances, and sighed happily. 

Slowly, Ryan turned up the "volume" of his mind voice. Somehow, it 
feels nicer this time than it ever has before. Somehow, having this large 
pink member inside you is magnifying your every sensation. You’re petting 
your nipples more frantically with each passing moment. It’s the most superb 
feeling in the world. In the physical world, the Azurite woman’s actions 
conformed to Ryan’s thought, and she tickled and tugged at her long teats, 
and rolled them between her fingers and her thumbs. 

Something’s happening to you, something special and new. What's that 
new feeling of sweet tension building up inside your breasts? Is it akin to 
the first time you learned to climax? Through the rapport, Ryan could tell 
that his suggestion was effective; she was starting to feel something. A 
sweet tingling it was, that encouraged a tensing of the muscles all across 
her chest. 

It feels so good, there's no way you can stop yourself. You have to keep 
petting and playing, more frantically than ever. Ryan could tell that he was 
having more of an effect than he’d had on Sapphire during the voyage. It 
seemed to him that every tiny increase in his experience and control with 
his own very modest power with general telepathy was magnified many- 
fold when it came to this very specific vulnerability in the Azurites’ 
otherwise powerful mindshields. 

You’ve touched yourself before, but it’s never been nearly as nice. That 
tingling is increasing, and it’s so good. What does it mean? You have to 
find out. You have to touch yourself until you learn this sweet secret. Ryan 
could feel through the rapport that his fantasies were all coming true for 
her. He turned his mindvoice to its maximum volume. 

You realize suddenly where this is leading. What the sweet feeling is all 
about. You’re going to come! With me inside you, you can come with your 
nipples, and it’s going to happen. It has to happen. There’s no way you can 
stop your hands, your need is too compelling. It’s going to be so good, this 
nipple climax. You’re building up to it... almost there... almost there. Ryan 
felt her body tense against his, her every muscle taut as she reached for 
what was almost within her grasp. 

You’re going to come! You’re going to come! You’re going to come! 
Riiiight... NOW! 

Her body spasmed, and Ryan, in rapport with her felt it, too. It was an 
orgasm, but instead of radiating from her clit, it spread outwards from her 
breasts. He felt her hands pull rhythmically on her nipples, milking herself 
to try to draw every last honey sweet drop of bliss from them. Then she 
drooped against Ryan, utterly spent. 


Ryan let her lay against him for a bit, then lifted her off his lap and set 
her gently on the accumulator to rest. He glanced at Bethany, whose eyes 
were rapt with amazement for the show she’d just seen. 

As Ryan stood there in the drive compartment with his erection standing 
at a proud angle and dripping with Nipples” juices, Bethany reached out 
with her telekinesis and gave it one loving caress that jiggled it a bit. 
[Bethany’s reaction to prospect of Sapphire's surprise := intense curiosity], 
she sent with a grin. 

Ryan grinned back, and pulled up his pants. They gathered up their 
tools, leaving Nipples to nap where she lay upon the power accumulator, 
and returned to work with a good heart. 








When time for third meal approached, Ryan and Bethany decided to 
call it a day. They collected Nipples, who had earlier awakened from her 
nap and resumed her work, and walked up the companionway and through 
the airlock to the dock control station. As they walked and conversed, 
Nipples’ breasts kept cycling up and down slightly, rising whenever she 
began to remember the nipple orgasm Ryan had helped her reach. 

The three entered the main living area and were greeted by Probe. Ryan 
noticed that each of the other women embraced Probe momentarily, arched 
her back slightly and rubbed pussies with her. Ryan wondered, was this a 
general greeting, a greeting reserved for members of your living group, 
reserved for a group’s "wife," or something entirely different? He made a 
point to ask Sapphire what was socially proper, and for now hung back. 
Probe smiled at him warmly, so it seemed it was not a faux pas to do so. 
[Probe := pleased to see Ryan] [Probe := preparing meal with Sapphire's 
commentary on Terran tastes in mind] 

As a faint overtone with her mindvoice, Ryan detected dimly the strange 
thrill he’d felt more acutely the previous evening when he’d had rapport 
with her. He thought to himself, Does she wear that anal pleasure probe 
all the time? I'd never get any work done if I had that thing plugged into 
me! Out loud he said, "Thank you. That's very thoughtful of you. All of the 
women of this compatible living group have made me feel so welcome, 
and I’m extremely grateful." 

Probe then went back to her cooking, and as she reached for something, 
Ryan did get just a glimpse of her toy near the bottom of her behind. The 
other members of the group began to return, Sapphire and Busty arriving 
together. Ryan wondered to himself if they’d had some of the "private 
time" Sapphire had said they’d share. Not that it matters. It doesn’t take 
anything away from me. But such an attitude, so natural here, would be 
bizarre on Earth. Someday I'll devote some thought to that. It would have 
to be someday else, because Probe summoned them to the table. 

This evening, the women wanted to know more about Ryan’s home. 
They all knew from school lessons that a planet called Terra by its natives 
existed, that its people were shaped uncannily like Azurites, that too many 
similarities of DNA were present for that to be a coincidence, and that the 
planet was restricted on the advice of the first contact team. Ryan wanted 
to give a good first impression, but he knew it was either impossible or 
unadvisable to prevaricate — he hadn’t figured out which — mind-to-mind. 
So while he started to eat Probe’s quite excellent dinner, he "emphasized 
the positive." 

"Our star is a bit cooler and less luminous than that of your homeworld, 
which I believe accounts for the different color of my skin. Our plants are 
of a lighter shade than yours, as well, with bright green predominating." 
He visualized a scene from his memory for them, one summer when he’d 
hiked the Appalachian Trail. He continued on this way, transmitting 
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commentary and images. At a certain point, the women began giggling, 
telepathically. Ryan focused his thought on Sapphire alone and sent, : What 
is everybody laughing about?: 

Sapphire also sent her reply in private mode. [Ryan := pausing his 
commentary while chewing food] 

He closed his shields while he laughed at himself. Dopey me! "Don't 
talk with your mouth full” is one phrase kids never have to hear on their 
planets. He unshielded for general communication and proceeded in a more 
rational fashion, projecting his commentary to all of them using telepathy 
alone whenever his mouth was occupied. 

When third meal was over Snapper sent, [Sapphire's request := group 
participate in tasting of Terran specialty food product] There was a sense 
of excitement around the table. It had become an open secret during the 
day that Sapphire was planning something, but so far only she, Ryan and 
Snapper knew just what it was. As was the case the previous evening, 
everyone went to freshen up, and then reconvened in the room with the 
mat. This time, and Ryan supposed it was at Sapphire’s suggestion, they 
all showed up with large, soft pillows and at least one dildo. Ryan could 
detect telepathic murmurs all around, amounting collectively to, "Why do 
we need our toys when Ryan and his “large, vigorous copulatory organ’ is 
right here?" 

When they were all assembled, Sapphire began to explain. [Ryan's 
personal speculative cargo := Terran luxury food] [Sapphire := confident 
of economic potential through personal experience] [Ryan := offering 
demonstration for purpose of allowing negotiation] She’d taken the liberty 
of bringing one of the jars of salmon eggs from the ship, and a spoon. 

"Perhaps if Snapper is the prime negotiator of cargos, she should taste 
first. While my stamina is greatest," he added in a sly aside. Again more 
questions bounced from mind to mind. What did a taste test have to do 
with the sexual stamina Ryan had asserted he was hoarding? 

Sapphire opened the jar, and filled the small spoon. She offered it to 
Snapper while sending, [Sapphire's advice := savor food slowly] Snapper 
allowed all the others rapport, then raised the spoon to her lips. As she 
took a few of the translucent orange fish eggs into her mouth and broke 
them against her tongue, a look of absolute bliss came over the faces of all 
the women. They seemed transported by the flavor that they all felt 
vicariously through Snapper’s senses. 

Snapper savored the treat, and unnoticed by the rest of the women, 
Sapphire put the lid back on the jar. She and Ryan waited with smirks on 
their faces for the side effect to kick in. Snapper finally finished all her 
portion and opened her eyes. Then her ecstatic smile converted slowly 
into an ‘O’ of surprise. She dropped the spoon and brought both hands to 
her breasts. They were swelling, as were those of all the other women in 
rapport with her, engorging as fast as their physiologies were capable of. 








Snapper sank to her knees on the mat and looked appealing at Ryan. [request 
:= immediate intercourse], she begged piteously. 

Ryan knelt down beside her and embraced her. "Of course, dear," he 
murmured, licking her erogenous earlobe tantalizingly. He laid her 
trembling body back on the mat, but still demurred for a moment to let the 
effect manifest completely. The initial sensation of warmth between her 
legs had by now resolved into the strange tingling sensation in the vulva 
that Sapphire had had the first time she’d tasted the delicacy. And as before, 
the sensation was stiffening Snapper’s large purple clitoris unmercifully, 
and making her preternaturally aware that her vagina was still achingly 
empty. [request := immediate intercourse], Snapper sent again, her 
mindvoice frantic. After a few seconds, Ryan was surprised to feel her 
mind momentarily scratching against his shield trying to invoke telecontrol 
to make him fill her emptiness, before she disciplined herself. Ryan wisely 
teased her no longer, but plunged himself in to the hilt. 

The relief from that urgent hunger to be coupled relaxed Snapper’s 
lust-contorted face. All around them, the other women had realized what 
Sapphire had been getting at with her mysterious suggestion, and each had 
grabbed for her favorite sex toy and had already plunged them into their 
own slippery slits to ameliorate the vicariously acquired hunger for having 
their vaginas filled. For now, Ryan kept his own shields firmly closed 
against out-going passionate thoughts. He wanted them to be able to 
distinguish what the aphrodisiac could do from what he could do. 

Snapper demonstrated again what she could do, her well-trained pussy 
sucking at his cock more cleverly and compellingly than most women 
could do with their mouths. There was no resisting an artist of her caliber 
for long if she didn’t want you to be able to, and Ryan was soon spray- 
painting her insides white with his come. Of course, that made no difference 
whatsoever to the proceedings, as her Azurite body kept him rigid within 
her. 

It took about a half an hour for the small dose Sapphire had given 
Snapper to run its course, at least to the point where she could bear for 
Ryan to withdraw from her to let another woman have her turn. She didn't 
want him to go, not yet, and so she used her cunning little snapping pussy 
fiendishly has he began to pull out. The squeezing pull she exerted said as 
clearly as words or telepathy ever could, "You don't want to leave yet!" It 
worked, too. Purely reflexively, Ryan responded to that call, jamming 
himself in again. She smirked at Ryan, justifiably proud of her skill that 
had reached him on the level of instinct. He tried again, and she responded 
with a very different but equally wonderful manipulation that halted him 
in his tracks. Finally, on the third time he withdrew successfully, but she 
left him with a last little vaginal treat that made him sorely regret the need 
for fairness to the others. 
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Ryan said, "Who's next for a taste?" All of them roused themselves and 
scrambled for the honor, but Tiny Tits got there first. Ryan looked around 
for the spoon where Snapper had dropped it, then reached out with his 
telekinesis to bring it to his hand. It was close to his weight limit so it 
moved slowly, but under good control. At the same time, Tiny Tits had the 
jar sailing smoothly over to float before Ryan. Its top spun off sharply and 
the lid hovered in mid-air also, perfectly still. 

Ryan was pleased for a chance to see such pinpoint control, and hoped 
that he’d achieve it someday, even if his weight limit was never likely to 
grow into something to brag about among the Azurites. Sapphire sensed 
his thought and sent, [Tiny Tits := considered telekinetic adept] 

Tiny Tits smiled at Sapphire for the complement. She noticed that Ryan 
had sagged a little since withdrawing from Snapper, and gave a naughty 
smirk. Suddenly Ryan felt as if a powerful Swedish hand vibrator had 
been applied to his member. He glanced down and saw it quivering in 
place so fast it was blurred to the eye. And all the while the jar and lid 
hovered in perfect control! When Ryan was fully erect, Tiny Tits let up so 
he could dip the spoon in the jar and scoop up her portion. Then the jar 
capped itself as if by magic and sailed smoothly back to Sapphire’s hand. 
Tiny Tits bent forward and opened her mouth to be fed her share. 

Her pleasure at the taste of the stuff was perfectly evident on her face. 
And after half a minute or so, her breasts made her body’s reaction perfectly 
evident as well as they puffed out to the "twin grapefruit" size that seemed 
to be her maximum. Suddenly, she leaped at Ryan! 

Her jump carried her higher than seemed possible and Ryan expected 
to be bowled over and hastily tried to brace himself against the blow. But 
it never came. Instead, her momentum was checked in mid-air and she 
landed pussy first onto his member. He slid into her completely, but at that 
point her weight carried her no further down. In fact, she bounced back 
upwards a few inches and then down again. Ryan was dumbfounded to 
watch her entire body sliding up and down on his pole, supported only by 
the formidable power of her mind. 

Around them, some of the women were taking a break to catch their 
breaths and had closed the rapport for a bit and were just watching Tiny 
Tits’ show. Others with more stamina were once again busy with their 
toys. Sapphire and Busty were using theirs on each other, Ryan noticed, 
and he smiled indulgently. Looking eyes-front again, he saw that Tiny 
Tits” clitoris was twitching all on 1ts own. The whole unbelievable thing 
was incredibly arousing, and in spite of what Snapper had done to him 
with her disciplined twat, he felt like a "second coming" might be in the 
offing. 

He began to feel something else though, a tingling inside his body at 
the small of his back. He reached out with his telesthetic perception and 
realized that it was some additional manifestation of Tiny Tits’ power. He 














couldn't figure out what it was for though, for a few minutes anyway. But 
when Tiny Tits” levitating body had finally given him enough stimulation 
to precipitate a climax he figured it out. His body climbed to the peak and 
then just stayed there. 

As Sapphire had once done with telecontrol, Tiny Tits had stopped him 
from tipping over into climax with her telekinesis by tickling just the right 
spinal nerves. "Oh, NO!" he cried out in frustration. The other women 
giggled at his predicament, and Tiny Tits, to add to that predicament, added 
a wiggle to her hips as she danced on air. 

She kept him that way until her predicament had run its course. Then 
she finished him off in spectacular fashion; she vibrated his cock inside 
her while releasing the inhibition she’d inflicted. He came even harder for 
her than he had for Snapper, something he never would have bet on before 
it actually happened. For the moment, Ryan's knees failed to support him 
and he sagged to the mat, leaving his partner floating serenely above him, 
her smile beatific. 

All the eyes surrounding Ryan were dancing with delight at his depleted 
condition. They’d been startled and pleased by the novelty of first his psi- 
sexual talent, and now by the power of this most delicious and arousal- 
producing food he’d brought with him. But it was also fun to see his startled 
and pleased reactions to the novelty, to him, of their pleasure producing 
talents as well. The matter of novelty in lovemaking was no less an 
aphrodisiac to the Azurites than to the Terrans, and their little group was 
steeping in it. 

Busty came over and gave her lap over as a pillow to Ryan, which 
draped her enormous globes against the side of his face pleasantly. As he 
recovered his strength, he sensed Nipples and Bethany relating their 
adventures with Ryan on the ship after second meal to the others, leaving a 
wake of astonished faces. Ryan opened one eye and glanced at Sapphire, 
then sent in private mode, :As much as I hate to ration my attentions, it's 
occurred to me that if I try to satisfy all seven of you for half an hour each, 
that's three and a half hours total. I'd have a chapped ‘stick’ after such a 
long run.: 

Sapphire’s eyes widened a little in realization. [Ryan's perception := 
accurate] [query := Ryan capable of one additional demonstration] 

"Oh, I’m good for that, after a few minutes." 

Sapphire explained the problem to the others, and although disappointed, 
they agreed that it wouldn't do to work him until he was sore. The question 
of who should have the last turn at his cock this evening was debated. 
Ryan missed some of it, but did understand at the end that Probe had carried 
the day. She approached shyly and nudged him with her mind in a way so 
as to request rapport. He linked with her, and felt that luxurious, maddening, 
"almost-there" tingle from the anal probe she seemed to wear most of the 
time. [Probe := aware of Nipples’ experience of breast orgasm earlier] 


> 
` 
- 
. 
. 
eS 


[Probe's request := Ryan attempt to enhance Probe 's experience of artificial 
stimulation to orgasmic intensity] 

Now there was an interesting challenge! But it seemed like it was 
possible: he’d gotten Nipples to orgasm in her sensitive breasts when she 
never had before, and Probe’s toy, at least as he felt it subjectively through 
rapport with her, got her seemingly closer. He grinned roguishly, "Let's 
give it a try, shall we?" 

All the women seemed as intrigued at the possibilities, and he felt each 
of their minds join the rapport. Sapphire prepared a spoonful of salmon 
caviar for Probe, and Busty played the role of Probe’s "fluff girl,” taking 
Ryan into her mouth and stiffening him for action. Probe savored the salty 
dose that Sapphire administered, and shortly thereafter they all shared in 
the warm sensation spreading through her loins. As the others had 
experienced before her, the feeling resolved into a demanding tingle that 
left her "copulatory organ" starving for its counterpart. 

Ryan leaned back on the mat and invited Probe to ride him astride. 
Probe hurried forward, straddled him and impaled herself as eagerly as a 
woman who’d crossed a desert would scramble for a pitcher of cool water. 
And the relief that came over her face at the act equaled that engendered 
by such a quenching of thirst. She began to move in the ancient rhythm of 
lovemaking. Her breasts, which were the same full abundance that 
Sapphire’s assumed when she was fully aroused, were drawn back and 
forth across his chest, doing wonderful things to her nipples and his. 

Ryan constrained his talent to effect only his partner and began 
composing his thoughts. There's something about this pink alien cock that's 
different from anything you've ever known before. It feels wonderful inside 
you, like nothing else ever has. Familiar pleasures are becoming unfamiliar 
in their power, and you hardly recognize the sensations flowing into you 
from your breasts, your pussy, and your bottom, so potent are they. Ryan 
was pleased to note that he’d begun well; everything he’d imagined had 
come true in Probe’s mind. 

In a circle around them the other women moaned and trembled as they 
vicariously felt the impact of both Ryan’s talent and the aphrodisiac. They 
pumped energetically with their toys, manipulated their clits, and licked at 
each others’ ears. While all your pleasures have been magnified, the one 
that’s embellished the most is that mischievous tickle from your bottom. 
It’s always been sweet, but oh, so devious to always keep you feeling like 
you could have a pulsing climax there any moment, but never quite 
delivering. But today things are changed — is it growing stronger, or are 
you just more sensitive? 

Ryan wet his fingers and caressed the edges of Probe’s ears, adding 
further to her arousal. You’re sure now, it’s you that’s become more sensitive. 
Your ears, your neck, your lips. Ryan moved his caresses to match his 
words. Every part of you feels things more acutely than it did yesterday, or 








the day before, or ever. Probe reacted to this declaration by achieving a 
conventional climax from her clit, and the rest of the women were dragged 
into passion’s oblivion with her. It was an extraordinarily strong one, and 
Ryan paused so he could enjoy the special little contractions her clutching 
entrapment was providing. Then he raised his "voice" a little. 

You are more sensitive, and nowhere more than your pretty little blue 
bottom. Your toy has never made love to you more intensely than it is 
tonight. Each moment that passes with me inside you is making you more 
receptive to every corporeal delight. Soon you’ll be so susceptible to your 
senses that you'll be able to climax back there. Like Nipples came in her 
breasts today, you’ll come in your tushie. 

Probe trembled in every limb and tears of absolute frustration leaked 
out the edges of her eyes and fell as a warm rain onto his neck. He knew he 
was driving her hard, but something told him it would be worth it. He 
couldn't put his finger on it, but he knew he’d succeed as he’d succeeded 
with Nipples. He felt something now that was subtly similar to the 
denouement earlier, and he projected confidently. 

Your muscles are tensing throughout your hips. Your breathing is fast 
and shallow. You can feel it — the barrier is weakening and your climax is 
close. Squeeze down on your toy... hold it tight... He felt a subtle change in 
her, like he felt when climax becomes inevitable. Come now! he shouted 
into her mind. 

And she did! Her dark eyes opened wide and her "backdoor" clenched 
spasmodically against her toy. For the first time in all the years it had been 
her adoring, but frustrating, companion, she at last had the anal climax that 
it had dangled before her, perpetually out of reach. The unprecedented, but 
breathtaking culmination was felt by all of them, and each clutched at their 
partner as it washed over them. 

Probe let her body down onto Ryan’s, and kissed him lovingly, gratefully. 
Then a most startling thing happened that proved that Probe had been paying 
attention to him these last two days. She said, using her voice, in accented 
but clear English, "Thank you." 
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When they gathered their wits again, someone had the suggestion of 
teaching Ryan a traditional Azurite game. They all sat again around the 
dining table, which the kitchen automation had in the meantime cleaned, 
and set out an array of colorful, three-dimensional plastic pieces. There 
were several simple rules about what sort of piece could be placed where, 
and when an already placed piece could be removed from the structure. 
One might have called it "Tetris meets Jenga" except for one little difference: 
the players could only touch the pieces with their minds. The teams were 
selected for even competition in mind, which meant that Ryan (with by far 
the least skill) was paired with Tiny Tits (who had so much skill that the 
station championship was generally just conceded to the Astera team, with 
the real competition being for second place). 

Ryan enjoyed himself hugely, partly because it brought home to him 
the enormity of what he’d been through. A few months ago, he’d been a 
university student not unlike millions of others all over the earth. Today, 
he was 95 light-years from his homeworld, moving solid objects with the 
power of his mind, telepathically conversing with his alien partner to pick 
up some of the strategy of their ancient game. 

When people began to become sleepy and the game broke up, Sapphire 
asked for a favor. [Sapphire's observation := Busty has had little chance 
for contact with Ryan] [request := Ryan permit Busty to sleep with Ryan 
and Sapphire] 

Ryan remembered that Busty was Sapphire’s special friend among these 
women. "Sure, dear. Anything you'd like." He focused on Busty, and sent, 
‘Busty, Sapphire wishes to invite you to stay with us tonight, if you will, 
and it would be my pleasure as well.: 

Busty skipped over, looking as pleased as punch. /Busty := accepting 
invitation] 

Most of the Azurites Ryan had seen on the station were generally svelte 
of figure, save for being a bit better endowed on average than a human 
female of the same weight. Busty was in the minority, with a hint of being 
"pleasingly plump." She washed up for bed in her own quarters, and then 
came to theirs. Sapphire embraced her friend, and then invited Ryan to do 
so. He slid his arms around her, and gave her a hug. A little rising pressure 
against his chest gave away that she was not indifferent to his embrace. 

Sapphire hopped up on the bed and patted beside her for Busty, and 
then beyond her for Ryan. Interesting, Ryan thought, she wants Busty in 
the middle. And I’ve seen that smirk before. She's up to something. They 
settled comfortably, with Busty turned towards Sapphire and away from 
Ryan, but she moved close, making spoons with him, and wiggled her 
nicely fleshed bottom against him as though inviting him to be as familiar 








as he wished. Sapphire directed her telekinesis at the wall panel and dimmed 
the lights. 

Then Sapphire sent to both of them, [request := Ryan's assistance in 
gift for Busty] 

"Sure, honey. What would Busty like?" 

For answer, Ryan felt the polite knock on his mental "doorstep" that 
meant Sapphire wished to exert telecontrol. Ryan let her in, and he felt his 
arm reach around Busty and hug her to him, and his head tilt forward to 
kiss the back of her neck. Busty must have understood what was going on, 
because she sent [Busty := pleased Ryan allows Sapphire 's gift] He heard 
the sound of a passionate kiss from Sapphire’s direction, and in the dim 
light saw the two women caressing each other’s ears. He felt Sapphire use 
him to apply light little love nibbles to the neck he’d been kissing. I get it 
now, Ryan thought privately. Sapphire wants to make love to her friend 
using me as some sort of ‘living sex toy.’ Moving according to Sapphire’s 
will, he caressed Busty’s breasts in just the way Sapphire knew she preferred. 
They swelled under his ministrations, on beyond the size that Sapphire 
reached, to an abundance so far out of Ryan’s previous personal experience 
he couldn’t begin to guess what they would call the brassiere that could 
contain it. 

Sapphire slid downwards to suckle on Busty’s nipples, and she 
commanded Ryan’s hand to gently rub the tender undersides of those 
mammaries. Sapphire set him to humping Busty’s bottom, and slowly 
(because of all he’d asked of his cock earlier in the evening) he started to 
become partially erect, sliding against the cleft of her baby-smooth butt 
cheeks. 

When he’d reached the minimum stiffness needed, Sapphire’s thought 
sent Ryan adjusting his position and slipping himself inside Busty’s wetness. 
Promptly, Ryan’s erection firmed up to its maximum. Sapphire’s wish was 
Ryan’s command, and he began to fuck Busty with long, steady, loving 
strokes. Busty cooed with delight, and pushed back against him in 
counterpoint. 

Busty and Sapphire made long, slow Sapphic love together — kissing, 
caressing... and coming. Ryan acquiesced to his role as "sex toy" in this 
encounter between the two old friends, figuring that among all the things 
he’d done over the years to earn "boyfriend points," this was pretty easy 
duty. 

When at last the women were completely satisfied, Sapphire drove 
Ryan’s body, sending a directive that had him slamming his hips against 
Busty’s zaftig bottom powerfully. Busty cooperated by squeezing herself 
as tightly as she could around him, and between the two of them they 
shoved him one final time over the brink into climax. 
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Free to choose his own movement at last, he withdrew from Busty, 
whereupon his thrice-drained member deflated completely. Busty sent, 
[Busty := grateful for Ryan's attentions] 

Sapphire reached her hand over Busty’s shoulder and caressed his cheek. 
He felt the hard metal of the ring he’d given her contrast with the softness 
of her palm. [Ryan := kind to help Sapphire] [Sapphire's love for Ryan := 
strengthening with time] 

He nuzzled her hand affectionately. "I love you, too, Sapphire." 

Sapphire fell asleep soon after, but Ryan and Busty took a little longer, 
not being as used to each other’s presence for sleeping. Ryan opened a 
discreet distance between them, which put him close to the edge of the 
bed. He received, [separation := not required for Busty’s comfort] [Ryan's 
proximity := welcomed by Busty] 

"If you’re sure." He snuggled closer again, and carefully made spoons. 
He draped one arm over her and onto her midriff. Ryan felt Busty’s hand 
cover his and confirm the embrace with a little squeeze, and so he relaxed 
against her. It wasn’t hard to do — she had a body built for comfort. He sent 
a slight probe Sapphire’s way, but she was fast asleep. 

Suddenly, he realized the moment was propitious for a question. He 
sent it, rather than spoke it so as not to disturb Sapphire. :Busty, I haven't 
noticed you or any of the other women of the group using telecontrol 
amongst yourselves, or asking to use it with me. But Sapphire asks fairly 
often. Does that mean anything?: 

Ryan sensed a telepathic giggle. [Sapphire's estimation of the erotic 
potential of telecontrol := not a widely held opinion] [Busty’s actual 
preference during earlier encounter := learn what Ryan’s imagination 
would provide] 

:It’s a sort of personal kink, then? Like Probe wearing her toy most of 
the time?: 

[Ryan’s understanding := accurate] 

:But others don’t seem to indulge Sapphire in it as I do, it would seem. 
Is there a reason for that? Rapport is more intimate, and even my feeble 
shields could push her out, if I changed my mind mid-stream.: 

[telecontrol := used for restraining toddlers and for teaching physical 
skills to younglings] 

:I think I see what you're getting at — indulging her makes people feel 
like they’re being treated like children?: 

[Ryan’s understanding := accurate] 

:But I, who didn’t grow up here, don’t have such an association. Might 
I ask what the group thinks about that?: 

[group’s opinion := Ryan showing kindness to Sapphire] 








„Well, good. I want to show kindness to Sapphire, and I want your group 
to have a good opinion of me. If I'm getting both, then everything's all 
right. Good night, Busty, and thank you.: 

Ryan felt her drifting off, so he shut up. But he smiled in the dark and 
thought to himself, Sapphire promised me her culture would be tolerant of 
little personal eccentricities. Now I know why she was so sure — she has 
one! 


In the morning, Sapphire told Ryan that it was a rest day for the Astera 
personnel, which was fortuitous since there was something happening of 
particular note that could only be seen that day. She was mysterious about 
exactly what it was, only that he would be certain to find it fascinating. At 
first meal with the other women, Sapphire sent to the others something to 
the effect of "Taking Ryan to see the start of the phase," which they all 
agreed was good thinking on her part. 

So it was that after they’d finished eating, Sapphire took Ryan to a 
different companionway and led him down to an Astera shuttlecraft. Over 
the commlink, he heard Busty’s voice grant them permission to depart, 
and Sapphire nudged the thruster and sent them sailing out the space doors. 
Once clear of the station traffic, Sapphire sent them diving into a lower, 
faster orbit and they raced around the planet. 

As planets go, it wasn’t much to look at. By looking at the rim, Ryan 
judged that the atmosphere was pretty thin, and burnt umber was the 
predominant color of the surface. 

[environmental improvement := goal of modification project] Sapphire 
sent. 

Once they had reached the far side of the unprepossessing planet, 
Sapphire punched up the output of the ship’s telescope. But the image was 
of a section of the space above, rather than the surface below. There wasn’t 
much to see at this magnification, just points of light. But some points 
were moving against the fixed background of other points. Sapphire nudged 
a control with a flicker of telekinesis, and one of the points was highlighted 
and enlarged. 

At higher magnification, it looked like a fragment of comet. It even had 
a wisp of tail behind it. Suddenly Ryan got the point, and his jaw dropped. 
"Volatiles for the surface?" 

[Ryan’s understanding := accurate] 

Sapphire hit the drive again to maneuver the shuttle to the best position 
for viewing. For safety, no doubt, the matter was being accomplished while 
the station was on the far side of the planet. Ryan noted on the scanner that 
there were other vessels out here, other tourists interested in the spectacle 
of a dozen icebergs, each larger than a mountain, slamming into the planet. 

Sapphire found the vista point that suited her, and turned the pilot 
window towards the impact area. They watched the image on the scanner 
as the fragments came closer and closer to the end of their suicidal plunge. 
Then they looked out the window when the first impact was imminent. 
Suddenly it happened! A brilliant flash as millions of tons of ice boiled 
into steam and exploded the rock that had so rudely stopped its progress. 
The window automatically reacted to protect their eyes, but they still had 
to wince from the glare. 








The first impact had scarcely started to fade when the second one came. 
As the planet slowly turned, it presented new surface to the punishing 
barrage from space. Each collision carried more energy than a volley of 
nuclear weapons, and Ryan watched it all dumbstruck. The Azurites were 
adding water to the surface they had decided to one day inhabit, and were 
blasting hard rock to make the soil they would one day plant. 

When it was over, Sapphire put them in a forced orbit so they could 
quickly catch up with the station. "Thank you," Ryan said fervently. "What 
a show!" Sapphire smiled at having been able to please him. He absently 
caressed her ears as he stood behind the pilot’s seat where she worked, and 
she nuzzled back like a kitten being petted. 

Ryan smiled at her, but the thought he kept to himself was, Please, 
people of Earth, if you make it that long, never look like a threat to the 
Azurites! 
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Bethany’s day was quite different than Ryan’s. Her avocation was an 
academic one, but in a very different direction than her day job. She was 
an amateur student of Azurite history, especially ancient history. She often 
took her vacations on the homeworld or on planets that had been settled 
early so that she could see ancient artifacts first hand. Mid-morning, the 
computer she was working with informed Bethany that the station’s 
computer network had received an update from a packet vessel from the 
homeworld, and further that there were messages specifically for her. Some 
were personal messages from friends on other Azurite planets and stations, 
but a few were search results pertaining to the hobby she was currently 
indulging. 

One message included holos of recently uncovered artifacts from the 
homeworld that seemed to relate to a subject that might be translated into 
English as the "Lost Art." It was widely believed among historians that in 
ancient times there had been some performance ritual that was practiced in 
almost every Azurite community despite physical separations. The few 
and fragmentary written records from that age were intensely frustrating; 
apparently knowledge of this ritual was so commonplace that no one felt 
the need to explain exactly what it was. 

[tentative hypothesis := wooden implement a candle holder] Bethany 
speculated. [possible interpretation of depicted round implement := 
symbolic of the sun or one of the moons] She read other scholars’ 
speculations with rapt fascination. 





By contrast, Nipples began her rest day by returning to her quarters. She recalled 
the moment on the ship the previous day when she’d achieved her nipple climax, and 
wondered if now that she’d had the experience, she could achieve it again without 
assistance. She reclined on her bed and began touching her nipples, running her soft 
fingertips along their length. She turned her mind back to Ryan’s experiment with her 
and tried to relive the experience in memory. The mounds from which those nipples 
sprang ballooned upwards as her excitement grew. 

Trying to remember the images his fantasy had provoked for her, Nipples tugged 
and squeezed her teats. The action felt as wonderful as it ever did, and perhaps, she 
thought, carried her further along than usual. But though she clearly remembered how 
fabulous the release had been yesterday, without Ryan as her guide she could not seem 
to find her way there again. She continued with her hands for many minutes, but she 
was vouchsafed no reward save frustration. 

Not really believing 1t would work, but willing to give it a try, she reached with her 
telekinesis and brought to her hand a toy she’d had specially constructed to her own 
body's specifications a few years ago. It was a stimulator similar to the one Probe 
often wore, but designed to form fit her own nipples. She slipped the receptacles over 
each mamilla, and fastened the support web in place. 

She activated her little toy, and turned the stimulation level to 1ts maximum extent. 
She squeaked aloud as the electronic incitement coursed through her nippleflesh. Her 
mental metaphor for what was happening was that the stimulators were pumps that 
were able to tap a reservoir of liquid joy normally hidden deep in each of her breasts 
and draw it up into her nipples so that she could experience it. She returned to her 
recollection of the fantasy that had provided her with the nipple orgasm. She set her 
hands to masturbating her full swollen clitoris to add to what she was feeling, and it 
quickly cooperated by providing her with a thrilling climax down there. Her nipples 
felt right on the edge as well, but for all her trying and longing, without Ryan she 
couldn't get across the finish line. 

At last she admitted defeat and switched off the stimulator. She folded the straps 
carefully and put it away; it was ible once in a while for a thrill, but it wasn’t her 
preference to use it too often. To | was to risk becoming quasi-dependent on it as 
Probe was with her little toy. Better, she thought, was to communicate with Snapper 
about arranging for Ryan and Sapphire to have a schedule that would see them docking 
often at the station. Their living group had always been fond of Sapphire — perhaps it 
was time to see if she would consider joining their group permanently. Every early 
indication was that Ryan would make a fine groupmale. He couldn't impregnate them, 
of course, but it was a common occurrence for some of the children in a creche to be 
sired by other than the groupmale, and even having all of them be so sired was far from 
unprecedented. Nipples decided she would observe, and see what consensus would ' 
emerge. There was no need to hurry, and maintaining harmony in the living group was 


a vital priority. > 
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Ryan and Sapphire emerged from the companionway to the shuttle 
dock. The rest of the Astera group had by this time returned from their 
diverse pursuits, and gathered around the table for third meal. 

Just as Ryan and Sapphire emerged from the companionway to the 
shuttle dock, Nipples and Tiny Tits returned to the main room from the 
observation dome. Right then, Probe called them all to the table. As 
they ate, each of the women described their rest day. Busty, who had 
gone to the aquatic center for swimming and water games, mentioned, 
[curiosity about Ryan := widespread on the station] [Ryan 's physiology 
and talent := known in its generalities via physician’s report] [Busty’s 
acquaintances := full of questions] She smiled slyly. 

Probe sent, [assumption := Busty was forthcoming] 

Suddenly Ryan laughed. The women looked at him, waiting for 
enlightenment. He composed his explanatory thought carefully so they 
would be able to appreciate the humorous interaction between their 
thoughts and his language. But the core of his message to them was — 
:probable superior description of Busty’s exposition := Busty was fourth 
cumming: 

Ryan felt the sweet trill of telepathic laughter in SurroundSound. 
Bethany sent, [query := Ryan enjoyed observing beginning of 
terraforming phase] 

Ryan said, "Every day Azurite culture awes me again. Your 
descriptions of your day remind me how you carefully look after the 
little things that make a good life, but you also plan and execute projects 
on a vast scale." 

The women seemed pleased by this observation, but Snapper put her 
thought forward. [mention of executing projects := propitious] [expected 
arrival of trade ships := fortuitous moment to present Astera proposal 
to Ryan] [offer := purchase cargo of luxury food] [intention := divide 
cargo into lots for resale] 

Snapper mentioned a sum, which didn’t mean anything to Ryan who 
had not yet been exposed to Azurite money and prices. Sapphire helpfully 
described the offer in terms of purchasing power expressed in several 
different ways. It was a goodly amount, enough to render him fairly 
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wealthy by the standard of his previous life. Still, considering what 
effect the salmon eggs were capable of, Astera would probably make it 
back and more, he guessed. When Sapphire was done, Busty sent 
[surprising event := presentation of equitable offer at initiation of 
negotiation] [Snapper's legendary bargaining := not in evidence] 
[requirement for group := hide secret that sexual satiation weakens 
Snapper 's drive for profit] 

There were more giggles all around, and Snapper pasted a mock 
chilly expression on her face. [insufficiency of Busty's analysis := value 
of favorable publicity to Astera for purveying rare product] Then 
Snapper dimpled cutely. [admission := Ryan's large, vigorous 
copulatory organ persuasive negotiating tool] 

They all laughed again. When it subsided, Ryan said, "Could you 
recalculate the sum, withholding seven jars from the sale for my personal 
use?" The women blinked at this declaration, and murmured to each 
other mind-to-mind. Snapper spoke to her wristcomp and relayed the 
corrected amount. Ryan said, "I accept the offer, and ask each of you to 
accept one of the withheld jars as a personal gift for making me feel so 
welcome." Ryan felt their gratitude caressing his mind, and was pleased 
that he’d been able to effectively reward the hospitality they? d shown 
him. "And if l’ m remembering correctly, we already have an open jar 
and three of you who have only vicarious experience with it. Shall we 
correct that?" The group practically exploded from the table in their 
eagerness. 

As had happened on the previous night, the group proceeded to wash 
up and reconvene in the room with the big mat with cushions and sex 
toys in hand. Matters began differently, however, in that Nipples sent, 
[self := tempted by luxury food] [greater temptation := additional 
experience of nipple orgasm] This thought was greeted with a telepathic 
murmur of approval by the others; of them all, only Bethany had had a 
chance to vicariously experience that particular phenomenon. 

"That’s a wonderful idea," Ryan acknowledged. "Why don’t you 
make yourself comfortable, and Pll attend you on the left. Sapphire, 
would you please be my ‘co-pilot’ on the right?" Nipples lay back on a 











cushion, and Ryan settled to his hands and knees and applied his lips to her enlarged 
left breast. Sapphire followed his lead and similarly took right tit. Bethany 
cooperated spontaneously, settling herself between Nipples” thighs and licking her 
already quivering clit as though it were a grape Tootsie Pop. 

Nipples offered rapport to all the others, who opened their minds to it eagerly. 
With his previous experience to guide him, Ryan proceeded confidently. As he 
pistoned her huge nipple into and out of his sucking, licking mouth, he constrained 
his projection to reach her alone. :The alien male is once more making love to both 
your body and your mind, : he began, -and already you know that his loving attentions 
will guide you to that place where you long to go. His mindtouch and sweet kissings 
will lead you to that fulfillment in your breastbuds that you felt yesterday and crave 
to feel again.: 

The other four women couldn't hear Ryan’s mindvoice, but through the rapport 
they could feel its effect on Nipples. Their sympathy with her condition had them 
tugging and nipping at the tips of each other’s proud bosoms. Ryan could sense 
that Nipples seemed to be reacting more quickly to his fantasy than she had before. 
As an experiment he decided to play that up. Having once trod the path to a 
nipplecumming, your steps are surer now. Every time he takes you there, it will be 
easier than the time before. It will come upon you more quickly, and the explosion 
of ecstasy will be more intense. Who knows where it will end? Perhaps someday 
he’ll be able to respond to your request for pleasuring so easily that his lightest 
instruction will send you to paradise in a moment.: 

Ryan’s fantasy of being able to dispense pleasure so easily sent Nipples’ 
excitement level racing upwards, and several of the women moaned in empathy. 
Today, certainly, you will come, and soon. You feel the tension in your body building 
for the release.: He felt his directive coming true for her, felt that little internal shift 
happening for her, and sent commandingly, :Come now!: 

The surfaces of all the women’s breasts spasmed, slightly but visibly, as they 
were caught up in Nipples’ climax and felt it as if it were their own. Busty especially 
appeared to be transported by the experience, and she hugged her gigantic swollen 
mammaries as if they might pop from an overload of pleasure. 

There was a pause while the eight of them enjoyed the glow of this novel 
experience, but finally, Busty sent, /Busty’s reckoning := her turn has arrived] 
[Busty := tempted by luxury food] [greater temptation := offer Ryan different 
experience] 
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"Yes, of course," said Ryan, "I'm sure your imagination won't 
disappoint." 

Busty brought out a squeeze bottle, and immediately there was 
pleased understanding from everyone but Ryan. Busty used it to squeeze 
out a clear liquid into her cleavage, and then used her hands to smooth 
a shiny even coating of the substance all over the centerline-facing halves 
of both her breasts. Busty sat on one of the padded supports surrounding 
the mat, and then she encircled her ponderously swollen endowments 
with both arms and pressed the orbs together firmly. She glanced at 
Ryan’s erection archly and sent, /Busty’s expectation := Ryan’s 
copulatory organ can find a pleasing locale] 

Ryan was awed by the sight before him — there was at least a foot 
and a half of cleavage waiting at a convenient height for him when 
standing, and Busty was inviting him to make use of it as he wished. He 
stood up, but then still paused, mesmerized by the sight. He was knocked 
out of his bemusement when one of the women used her telekinesis to 
point his erection directly towards Busty and tug it towards that 
entrancing valley between her blue mountains. 

He followed the urging of the gentle invisible force drawing his cock 
towards its goal until he slipped within it. He began to move, sliding up 
and down and in and out, enjoying the ability to hump in two dimensions 
rather than just one. It felt as wonderful as being in a warm, welcoming 
vagina, and indeed he imagined that it was an incredibly long but tight 
pussy that he was humping. 

Ryan sent a focused fantasy, imagining Tiny reaching out with her 
matchless telekinesis to cause Busty’s clitoris to vibrate intensely. Tiny 
responded to the fantasy, and Busty gasped as her pleasure organ was 
manipulated at eye-blurring speed. She came almost immediately, and 
another climax arose right behind that one. I’m pretty sure I’m getting 
better at this, he thought to himself privately. Unless I’m quite mistaken 
the nature of my fantasy is a bit more suggestive of a particular result 


than it used to be. Which makes it more incumbent on me to use it 
carefully. 


Ryan bounced his hips back and forth and manipulated the angle of 
his penis with his own telekinesis as he did so, gradually learning to 
make full use of the full two degrees of freedom of motion that Busty 
provided for his delight. The other women lolled back and let the sweet 
sensations that Busty was feeling above and below flow into them 
through the rapport. At last, he could resist no longer and his orgasm 
took him. He had the presence of mind to let the tip of his erection peek 
out so that he covered Busty’s neck and chest with sticky white liquid. 

All the women were drained by participating in the rapport, but unlike 
the others, Sapphire was moving, albeit weakly. She was crawling toward 
Busty, and Ryan knew why. He grinned. "Sapphire, you should let our 
friends have a taste first. You’ ve had many chances, and will have many 
more.” 

Busty looked quizzically at Sapphire, and inquired lightly. Ryan 
grinned as he felt an overtone of reluctance as Sapphire revealed her 
purpose. Experimentally, Busty bent her head down and licked her 
breast. Her eyes brightened, and so did the other five group members 
who were still linked to her. They all hurried over to Busty and began 
licking the "pleasantly salty" juices off her orbs. 

When the group had had a chance to catch their breaths, Bethany 
sent, [self := ready to taste luxury food] 

Sapphire held up the jar of salmon eggs and a spoon, and Bethany 
bounced over to Sapphire, as eager as a schoolgirl to a Good Humor 
truck. She savored her treat and sent, [personal experience of taste := 
somewhat more vivid than vicarious experience through rapport] [onset 
of arousal effect := rapid and dramatic]... [request := immediate 
intercourse] 

Ryan gently guided Bethany into a hands-and-knees posture. Snapper 
fluffed Ryan by taking him into her mouth briefly, and then he nudged 
his member into Bethany, doggie-style. He enclosed all the other women 
in his thought bubble and fantasized them attending to all of Bethany’s 
erogenous zones. Caught up in Ryan's fancy, the six clustered around 
Bethany, their hands coursing over her. Bethany’s erogenous ears were 
being licked, her down-hanging breasts were being massaged, and two 




















different hands, each moistened by pussy juice, were milking her 
monumental clit hand-over-hand. 

Ryan moved in counterpoint with Bethany. He tuned in telepathic 
rapport with her and just drifted in the sweet amalgam of his sensation 
and hers until she had worked off the frenzy brought on by the Terran 
aphrodisiac. At last, even the Azurites’ appetites had been sated, and 
the eight of them nuzzled together for comfortable cuddling on the mat. 
Ryan asked them more about themselves — where they were from and 
how it was that they had joined to form this "compatible living group" 
together. Finally, the evening drew to a close, and shortly thereafter 
when they were alone together in the guest quarters, Ryan teased 
Sapphire mildly about her attempt to seize first dibs on the "pearl 
necklace" he’d bestowed on Busty. She took it with good grace, 
explaining, [outcome for several days consecutively := Ryan only 
ejaculating during intercourse] [Sapphire := missing experience of 


Ryan’s flavor] 

"Greedy girl. You*1l have me all to yourself for days when we voyage 
out again." 

She grinned mischievously, [Ryan's assertion := accurate] 


[Sapphire’s appetite := nearly stronger than Sapphire’s good manners] 
They entangled themselves comfortably in the bed and let themselves 
drift into slumber. 
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Another conversation went on after Ryan and Sapphire were in bed. 
Their hostesses conversed in thought with each other for a few minutes as 
well before they fell asleep. Nipples broached her earlier thought about 
whether Ryan could possibly be in consideration as a compatible groupmale 
for them. She was only a bit startled to find that all of her mates had 
considered the possibility already in a favorable light. The emotional 
connection was still nascent, but they felt that the situation was promising. 
The notion that Ryan and Sapphire would have to be invited as a pair due 
to their strong pre-existing emotional connection was mentioned, but that 
hardly seemed a hindrance. Sapphire had always been their favorite among 
the pilots that stopped at the station, and she already had a strong connection 
with Busty. The group decided to explore the situation further, and to that 
end Snapper announced that she would next schedule Sapphire’s ship for a 
short run and then a return to their station. 








In the morning after everyone had finished eating first meal, Snapper 
got Ryan's attention. She had created a credit account for him and deposited 
his payment for the cargo she’d bought. She explained the basics of 
interplanetary accounting, which for ordinary matters depended on 
sophisticated smart cards that could be charged up with credit from accounts 
at major installations and that remembered themselves how much in the 
way of funds remained on them. Losing them wasn't as bad as losing cash 
because they wouldn't work for anyone but the owner, and could be 
replaced. Eventually, 1t was emphasized. There was also the equivalent of 
cash for small, casual purchases. 

Bethany offered to take Ryan out to help him buy a few common tools 
and teaching software that he’d want for relearning his trade. Probe 
volunteered to go along and help him choose clothing in local styles that 
would look good but not be too different than what he was used to. The 
shopping expedition down to the main trade plaza went smoothly, and it 
was therapeutic for Ryan to be able to pay his own way. 

Probe insisted that he change right away into a pair of dark blue trousers 
and a sky blue shirt. The shirt was made of some fabulous fabric — as light 
and airy as silk, but more sturdy and durable. The outfit made it easier for 
him to blend into a crowd, unlike a second suit she recommended that was 
the color of new cream and that would make him stand out like a calla lily 
in a field of blue iris. When they were heading home, they noticed a crowd 
over on one side of the plaza. The three opened their perceptions to receive 
the telepathic babble from that direction, then they grinned at each other. 
Word of mouth had spread already, and Snapper was doing a brisk business 
in salmon eggs. 
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For several days, Ryan helped Bethany and Nipples repair Sapphire’s 
ship, learning quickly under their telepathic tutelage. In the evenings he 
made love to the women, sometimes singly, sometimes in a group, but 
always to their complete delight. He felt himself developing an emotional 
connection with them, and sometimes he thought he felt in Sapphire’s 
mindvoice when conversing with her that perhaps the same was happening 
for her. Then one day, the repairs were complete, and Snapper announced 
that the ship would depart in the morning and voyage with supplies to a 
(relatively speaking) nearby system to a biological research station and 
then return with a cargo of botanical samples. 

That next morning, everyone gathered at first meal, which Probe had 
taken the time to make extra-special. Often, there were giggles as someone 
recalled for the others the things they’d done during Ryan’s visit. But the 
meal was finally finished, and delaying the departure would not make it 
any easier. Indeed, there were inbound ships that would shortly need the 
dock space. So the group gathered at the entrance to the companionway, 
so that Ryan and Sapphire could make their farewells. Ryan gave each a 
warm hug and a lingering kiss, and felt the sweet sensation of each woman's 
breasts swelling against him in turn as he did so. Each of the women in the 
group offered Sapphire the caress Ryan had noticed before as they arched 
their backs slightly and kissed Sapphire’s pussy lips with their own. Ryan 
could sense that she seemed touched by the gesture, and returned it full 
willing. 

Then Ryan and Sapphire went onto the bridge of the ship, and Sapphire 
completed the pre-flight checklist. She signaled to Busty in the flight control 
center that she was ready to depart. 

[Sapphire's flight plan := now open] Busty sent. [space doors := 
cycling] After a minute, she sent [moorings := retracted] [Sapphire := 
cleared to leave dock] 

Sapphire nudged the controls lightly, and the ship backed slowly out of 
the dock. When they were given clear space, Busty acknowledged the 
departure and Sapphire contacted the station’s main traffic control center 
for a departure vector and transponder codes. When she had these, she set 
the transponder and pivoted the ship around the drive sphere. Once on the 
assigned vector, she ramped up power to the thruster, and the ship moved 
smoothly away from the massive station. 

Once they were a few thousand kilometers from the station and the 
scanners showed no nearby traffic, Sapphire asked Ryan to take the pilot’s 
chair. She guided him through a few training programs, commenting 
[knowledge of flight operations := sometimes vital in emergency situations] 
Ryan enjoyed himself hugely; he was training to be the next Montgomery 








Scott, but an afternoon as Hikaru Sulu was pretty cool as well. As the 
afternoon drew to a close, she taught him how to lock the comm laser on 
the station and asked him to tell traffic control that they were about to 
make the jump to hyperspace. 

"Honey, I didn’t catch their entire answer." 

[response from traffic control := including reminder to reset transponder 
to code for incoming vessel at destination] 

"Ah." He acknowledged the reminder, and closed the channel. 

Sapphire took some minutes to check and recheck the hyperspace course, 
taking into account all the latest data on local gravitational fields, and adding 
a fudge factor for what her own intuition and psionic senses were telling 
her. Then she locked it in. [request := engage hyperdrive] 

Ryan’s grin was wide as he flipped the actuator with his telekinesis. 
Power from the accumulator rushed smoothly through the new hyperfield 
controls and formed an incandescent shell about the vessel. Then, between 
one heartbeat and the next, the ship vanished. 


THE END 


